THE TRAIN
Now, of course, he would never be able to go to the
Arctic.
Never mind.
He was travelling, the familiar peaceful landscape
swept past the windows, he re-read the familiar books,
he did everything that fate had left him to do.
It was not the custom in the train to tell the men their
route. This wily tactic of the command was the result of
bitter experience from their first trips. It was enough to
hint that the train would pass through, say, Moscow,
and immediately there would be a dozen Moscow men
demanding that they be left there. Everybody wanted
to convalesce in his own town. Scandalous incidents
occurred—attempts were made to escape from the train.
So the route was kept secret.
But Kramin was not to be deceived. He knew railway
geography too well. On the third day, he called Danilov.
"Comrade Commissar," he said quietly, "we're
going through Sverdlovsk."
"Nothing of the kind," said Danilov. "You're
mistaken."
"I've a request to make you," said Kramin. "My
wife's in Sverdlovsk. I do beg you to let her know that
we're going through the town. I would like so much to
see her. Here's the address. If it's not putting you to too
much trouble, I should be extremely grateful."
"But you're wrong, I tell you," said Danilov. How-
ever, he took the address and sent off the telegram.
Another of the men in the coach was Kolka.
In his case book he had the dignified appellation of
Nikolai Nikolayevich. But the whole coach called him
Kolka.
He was eighteen years old, he had volunteered for
the front, distinguished himself near Vyazma, been
wpunded, recovered, returned to the front, distinguished
himself near Orel, been wounded there, and was now
being sent to the far rear for a thorough course of
treatment.
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